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Sown every street you can hear the noises of a fain No

.one can walk at his ordinary pace towards it. All are
rrying, or running* The steam organs play adoxen
(tunes all at the same time. It is a street of tents with their

flaps lifted so that they are booths or shops, This is a fair, and
also the purlieus of some shrine of pilgrimage. It is the world
in little. There are shooting galleries; stalls of the sacred heart:
they sell china and handkerchiefs emblemed with the image;
there are dark dens fur photography, or for fortune telling;
trestles of bright fruits uncl sweets; songbirds in cages; lifelike
images in wax; amulets and rosaries and holy charms.

Both kinds of light are playing: the false and the real, bright
sunlight and the arc lamp* It is night and day*

No one would know that every man and woman is dead. But
alive or dead, we must colour them to life. The cold bones of
the skeleton have a living entity for us* The dead* who are but
ashes, arc more dead to us than they, For a time, therefore, they
arc flesh and Wood; and, in the same way that even the hermit
or the prisoner has his traffic in clothes and food, his tags or
clouts, his crusts or crumbs, so must the dead, if we are to chink
of them at all, have some ambience* some amenities of the living*
a stone bed that is a collin, a leaden coverlet, something for the
moth or spider. If that; why not the simulacra of the living; also,
since these arc the dead of all ages and of every clime, their
peculiarities in dress or manners become the symbols for what
their lives have been. It k hy means of these images that they
can be given Hie again,, or a portrait of it.

For these reasons there is no sadness, nor melancholy. This
is only a place of waiting. The distractions of the fair arc to while
away the long and lengthening hours. Those who love it for its
noise and colour, ant! those who only look on, arc typical of the
two sorts of men and women, those who have lived in life, and
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